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first time (in the autumn of 1828), an important
event in my life. 1 took up the collection of his
poems from curiosity, with no expectation of
mental relief from it, though I had before re-
sorted to poetry with that hope. In the worst
period of my depression, I had read through the
whole of Byron (then new to me), to try
whether a poet, whose peculiar department was
supposed to he that of the intenser feeling, could
rouse any feeling in me. As might be expected, I
got no good from this reading, but the reverse.
The poet's state of mind was too like my ovrn.
His was the lament of a man who had worn out
all pleasures, and who seemed to think that life,
to all who possess the good things of it, must
necessarily be the vapid, uninteresting thing which
I found it. His Harold and Manfred had the
same burden on them which I had; and I was not
in a frame of mind to desire any comfort from
the vehement sensual passion of his Giaours, or
the sullenncss of his Lnras. But while Byron
was exactly what did not suit my condition,
Wordsworth was exactly what did. I had looked
into the Excursion two or three years before, and
found little in it; and I should probably have
found as little, had I read it at this time- But the
mihC'Mlaneous poems, in the two-volume edition
of 1815 (to which little of value was added in
the latter part of the author's life) proved to be